ONE OF THE KINGS OF THE REPUBLIC
. THE kings of steel and oil, and all other kings of the
United States have always troubled my imagination. I
could not imagine that people with so much money could
be like ordinary mortals.
It seemed to me that every one of them must have at
least three stomachs and about a hundred and fifty teeth.
I was convinced that a millionaire ate all day long without
pause from six o'clock in the 'morning until midnight;
that he consumed the most expensive foods: geese,, tur-
keys, suckling pigs, radishes with butter, puddings, cakes
and all sorts of other delicacies. By evening his jaws grew
so stiff that he ordered his Negroes to chew the food for him
and he merely gulped it down. Finally, when he was ut-
terly exhausted, gasping and dripping with sweat, they
carried him off to bed. And the next morning he woke
at six o'clock to resume the arduous routine.
But even with this strenuous effort, he did not consume
even fifty per cent of the interest on his capital.
It stood to reason that this was a hard life. But what
was to be done? What was the use of being a millionaire
if you could not eat more than an ordinary person did?
It seemed to me that his underclothing must be made
of brocade, that the heels of his boots were attached with
gold nails, and that instead of a hat he wore some diamond
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